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Or is sleep coming over you again.
The non-life ?

You are so hard to wake.

Are you able to wonder ?

Or is it just your indomitable will and pride of the

first life
Looking round

And slowly pitching itself against the inertia
Which had seemed invincible ?

The vast inanimate.

And the fine brilliance of your so tiny eye,             10

Challenger.

Nay, tiny shell-bird,

What a huge vast inanimate it is, that you must row

against,
What an incalculable inertia.

Challenger,

Little Ulysses, fore-runner,
No bigger than my thumb-nail,
Buon viaggio.

All animate creation on your shoulder,

Set forth, little Titan., under your battle-shield.      20

The ponderous, preponderate,

Inanimate universe ;

And you are slowly moving, pioneer, you alone.

How vivid your travelling seems now, in the troubled

sunshine,

Stoic, Ulyssean atom ;
Suddenly hasty, reckless, on high toes.
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